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“Ue are of God, little 


“Children. 
Greater is He that isin vow 
than he that is in the 
World> 
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THE CRICKET 
Night-Time Songs No. Il 


Mary BREWERTON DE WITT 


Hello, little cricket! 
I heard you just then; ) 
Are you singing your prayer? | 
Are you saying “Amen”? 


Go to sleep, little cricket, 
And don’t make a noise, 
For ] must rest, too, 
Fast asleep are my toys. 


When morning comes light, 
You can wake, cricket, dear; 

Now go to sleep, cricket, 

There’s nothing to fear. 
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PENELOPE PETERS 


ELIZABETH PETTINGER 
Chapter VIII 


E log, big around as a house and silver- 

white with age and weather, stretched 

from side to side of the stream, both 
ends disappearing in the underbrush on the 
banks. Wedged beneath was a tangle of drift, 
the work of years, woven and interwoven, 
smooth and white as the wicker in a basket. 
Through this mass the water fought its way 
with noisy protest, widening out in an en- 
deavor to escape the obstruction, and beating 
its force against protuding boulders which hin- 
dered its passage in the new direction. On top 
of the log, and near the center, was a great 
polished knob, the stump of an old arm which 
in a past age had been broken when first the 
giant’s body had measured its length across 
the protesting stream. 

The air was crisp, even cold, but the 
spring sunshine warmed this spot, drew the 
moisture from every crevice and blinded the 
eyes with its silver reflection. 

Penelope, clad in woolen dress and crim- 
son sweater, nestled within a hollow of the log, 
the stump furnishing an ideal support for her 
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back as well as a protection against the wind. 
Pencil in hand, she was busily engaged in 
writing to Miss Stern, her one time teacher. 
At intervals she held the eraser between her 
teeth while she studied the fairy network of 
drift or the tracery of branches beginning now 
to put forth their millions of tiny green leaves, 
then down would come her pencil and furi- 
ously would it gallop over page after page 
until there was danger that an end would come 
to her supply of paper. 

Sue came down the trail, singing, but 
paused as she surveyed the comfortably seat- 
ed writer in the middle of the stream. 

Penelope months before had discovered 
this retreat and had appropriated it to herself, 
much to the annoyance of Sue who would 
coax, beg, demand and scream to be allowed to 
share it, although there was room for only one, 
as the little girl very well knew. If Sue got 
possession first, her cousin’s arrival was greet- 
ed with laughter and jeers and a refusal to 
budge one inch. As much as Penelope aimed 
at self-mastery, her temper got the best of her 
on these occasions, and she fled from the spot 
rather than to be compelled to box Sue's ears or 
push her off into the water. 

Sue was singing as she came down the 
trail this bright morning; this fact in itself 
would have caused wonderment in the family 
had they heard—she usually cried! She paus- 
ed when she caught sight of the crimson 
sweater within the “Silver Throne,” as this 
nook was called. For a moment her brow 
gathered in anger—only a moment thus, then 
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the frown disappeared, the lips opened in a 
smile and the clear, high notes of her song 
again mingled with the voice of the waters, as 
she turned away from the direction of the log 
and, still singing, made her way to a pebbly 
beach at no great distance. Here she played 
contentedly, building dams and constructing 
waterfalls, arranging rocks to form canals 
down which her tiny boats would glide, to be 
whisked presently into mid-stream and finally 
caught beneath the silver log and become part 
of the accumulated drift. 

As there was no more paper in her tablet, 
Penelope brought her letter to a close, gathered 
up the sheets and began to read what she had 
written : 

““My dearest, darlingest Miss Stern—We 
have a housekeeper! Joy, joy, ring the bells! 
How we ever got along those three weeks is 
more than I can ever tell you. We did get 
along though, and just when we began to get 
used to the idea that we never could get a 
housekeeper, presto, here she is! She's been 
with us a month, and ‘she’s monarch of all she 
surveys, and we let her. | don’t know how 
she does it, but we're all under her thumb, and 
what she says we all agree to—even uncle 
Billy and Sue. That’s the most remarkable 
thing that ever happened, for Sue had gotten 
beyond the control of everyone; uncle Billy 
could not manage her himself, nor would he 
let any of the rest of us even try. I told you 
how I had undertaken to ‘bring her to time’; 
well, I failed, utterly failed, and you know 
how I hate to fail! She was just like one of 
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those old partial-payment problems you and 
I used to work over. You remember how I 
just wouldn’t let you show me how until I'd 
worked and worked? Well, that’s how I felt 
with Sue. She was a problem I wouldn't give 
up until there was no hope left, but at last I 
told Winnie I’d confess myself beaten. Why, 
we even tried to scare her into being good by 
dressing up like ghosts, and all we got for our 
pains was to make her afraid to go to bed with- 
out us, and then, what do you think? We 
had to lie down on our beds until she was 
asleep, and by that time the evening was gone, 
for she’d keep awake on purpose, knowing 
we were crazy to be out in the sitting-room, 
reading. When we had no housekeeper, we 
tried starving her to make her do her part of 
the work, but uncle Billy would slide the best 
things we had over onto her plate before we 
had a chance to even sit down at the table, and 
Ethel, Winnie or I'd go without rather than 
starve poor uncle Billy. He’s the worst man 
I ever saw! Sometimes | feel just like shak- 
ing him good, but I hug him instead! Sue 
was awful; really, she was worse than I ever 
thought a child could be, and those three 
weeks without a housekeeper were like a cen- 
tury, and all on account of that dreadful child. 
We didn’t mind the work so much after we 
got used to it, but Sue screamed and cried from 
morning till night. She wouldn’t go to bed 
and she wouldn't get up; she wouldn’t work or 
play; she wouldn’t stay at home or go with us; 
she wouldn’t let us comb her hair or bathe her, 


nor would she do it herself. And uncle Billy 
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was just as bad, ‘cause he didn’t like her that 
way, but he wouldn’t make her behave, nor 
would he let us girls try. Every time we had 
a secret, like pudding or cake we'd made for 
supper, Sue’d tell uncle Billy before we got a 
chance to surprise him, and she threw Win- 
nie’s locket down the well, and burnt up 
Ethel’s new book she'd just gotten in the mail, 
and tore up my little red apron (the first one 
I ever made; you remember how | prized it), 
just because we hid her white embroidered 
dresses to keep her from wearing them out 
here in the woods. 

“And now, I don’t know what has hap- 
pened, but she isn’t half as bad. She has 
times when she’s her old cross self, but she 
hasn't had a screaming fit since the new house- 
keeper came, and for some reason she’s trying 
to be better. We all notice it, and when she 
tries, of course we girls try not to tease her so 
much. Of course it’s Mrs. Peace (that’s the 
housekeeper’s name), but what she does or 
says to Sue is more than Winnie or I can make 
out. Ethel thinks it will wear off, but we two 
believe that some change has really come. 
Mrs. Peace asked Sue to be her roommate, 
and for a wonder their beds are close together, 
and as Mrs. Peace goes to bed very early, we 
hear the two talking quietly together for an 
hour sometimes after their light is out. What 
they talk about I don’t know, but it seems to 
interest them both. Mrs. Peace calls Sue her 
‘handy-man,’ and it is surprising to see how 
that child works around the house, helping 
with the housework! And she likes it, and 
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patters back and forth wherever Mrs. Peace 
goes, taking the greatest pride in setting the 
table and making beds and even cooking.” 

Penelope glanced in despair at the re- 
mainder of the closely written pages, then 
folded them together. “Dear me; I’m not go- 
ing to re-read the rest of this letter! Miss 
Stern will have to take it as it is.” She caught 
a note of Sue’s song and turned in surprise. 
She had not been conscious of the child’s pres- 
ence on the beach below. For a moment she 
watched in silence the innocent, happy play, 
saw the smile come and go, heard the song, 
and for the first time realized that Sue was 
growing pretty—very, very pretty! Why 
hadn't her cousin interrupted the letter-writ- 
ing, demanded the Silver Throne as was her 
wont? Why, indeed, was the child so differ- 
ent? Penelope stretched herself and climbing 
from the log, with perilous steps and slow, 
joined the little girl. 

Sue looked up with a frown, then a smile, 
while her cousin asked, “Did you know | was 
in the Silver Throne?” 

“Yes, ‘course. I came down to sit in it 
myself.” 

“Then, why didn’t you—at least, why 
didn’t you try?” 

Sue studied the side of the mountain 
towering above them as if seeking for an an- 
swer. ‘‘I—I didn’t want to fight.” 

“Why not?” Penelope was curious. 
thought you liked to fight—’specially with 
me. 

For a moment the child searched her 
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cousin’s face, then turned again to the dark, 
fir-covered walls surrounding them. The noisy 
brook was the only sound which disturbed the 
measureless solitudes; not even a bird note 
came to them from the blue sky so far above. 
So still, so quiet was nature, the brook’s prat- 
tle was lost in the silence which seemed to en- 
velope the two girls and hold them as if by 
some enchanted spell. They stood there on 
the white beach sand, in the sunshine, and 
with upturned faces listened to—they knew 
not what. Penelope was strangely moved— 
she did not understand that the same silent 
force which awakened the trees and bushes 
from their winter’s sleep and covered their 
branches with tender green, was calling to her 
awakening consciousness with the same lov- 
ing, persistent call. She was the first to speak. 
“What is it, Sue, that makes things seem so 
different with you—and with me? Why 
didn’t you want to fight with me this morn- 
ing?” 

With a start, as if awakened from a 
dream, the child turned from the mountain. 
“I didn’t mean to tell you,’ she confessed, 
‘cause you girls laugh at me, but—but some- 
how, now, | feel different with you, Penny. 
You won’t laugh if I tell you>” 

“No, indeed, I won’t. I wish we could be 
friends, but you seem to hate me so.” 

“No, I don’t—at least, I don’t hate any- 


body or anything now, and I never will again. 


When I saw you had Silver Throne, I was 
mad—then | said, ‘He leadeth me in the paths 
of righteousness for his name's sake,’ and 
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right away I didn’t want the seat—I only 
wanted to play boats.” 
“And is that what made the change?” 
asked Penelope, very much puzzled. 
“No, not that,”” answered Sue very sim- 
ply, “it was God.” 
(To be continued.) 


GOSPEL MEASURE 
EMMA HARRINGTON TEEL 


HOOP-EE, only two weeks till Nellie’s 
birthday! O Lord, show me how to 
make a set of doll furniture for her, 

for she wants them so bad,” prayed Tom 
Thorn, as he cleared the back steps at a bound 
and ran up’the alley to where Mr. Thompson, 
the contractor, was constructing a new build- 
ing. It was not a very orthodox prayer, but 
none the less sincere. He was repeating his 
plea again as he kicked the shavings from the 
path, when a new idea came to him and, see- 
ing Mr. Thompson, he said: 

“Mr. Thompson, have you a job I can do 
for some of these blocks and shavings for 
kindlings?”’ 

“If you will clean them out of our way, 
you can have all of them,” answered the con- 
tractor. 

“Thank you, Mr. Thompson. This isn’t 
exactly a gold mine, but it is the next thing to 
a coal mine,” laughed Tom, as he began piling 
up some of the larger blocks preparatory to 
taking them home. Tom’s mother was a 
widow and fuel was high. 


— 
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“Your men waste lots of nails. Here is 
a handful of good ones,”’ and Tom handed Mr. 
Thompson the nails he had picked from 
among the trash. 

The contractor shot a keen glance at the 
boy, and decided that a boy who was so care- 
ful of nails was worth helping. 

“This is a slow job. I'll just take these 
home and get some sacks to put the shavings 
in, and Nellie to hold them and help pick up 
your nails,’” and away he went down the alley. 

Mr. Thompson was still looking at the 
handful of nails and thinking how he wished 
his workmen were as careful of them, when 
Tom returned, accompanied by his sister, Nel- 
lie, and began an energetic attack on the shav- 
ings. 

“There is a push cart in the basement 
which you can use to get your kindling home,”’ 
said the contractor, as he turned away. 

“Thank you, Mr. Thompson. That will 
help a whole lot,’ called Tom, as he ran to 
get the cart. 

While he was gone, Nellie stopped pick- 
ing up nails and began playing with some four- 
inch pieces of two-by-fours, placing one upon 
another and putting a four-inch piece of 
shingle in the ground behind them for backs. 
When Tom returned, she showed it to him, 
and said, ‘See these pretty blocks, Tom. I've 
made the cutest doll chair out of some of 
them.” 

Tom stopped in astonishment when the 
inspiration came to him that he might make 
the much coveted furniture himself, and he 
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realized this was the answer to his prayer. 
“Well, I suppose most folks could answer their 
own prayers, if they’d get up and hustle. 
That’s what Miss Brown meant when she said 
the Lord helped those who helped themselves,” 
he meditated, as he worked merrily away. 

“We will put all these nice blocks in the 
corner of the cart, Nellie,” said Tom, “‘so we 
can play with them.” 

With happy hearts the children worked 
away until they had the cart piled high with 
blocks, and the sacks of shavings mounted on 
top of them. 

“While I take these down to the wood- 
shed, you can sort out your nails on this nice 
board,”’ said Tom, suiting the action to the 
word. 

The children worked busily away all af- 
ternoon and a clean yard and a woodshed al- 
most full of kindling was the reward of their 
efforts. 

As Tom was pushing the last load home, 
Mrs. Green was in her back yard trying to find 
something to start a fire. Seeing Tom, she 
exclaimed: ‘“‘Oh, Tommie! Where did you 
get that nice kindling? Will you sell me some 
to start my supper fire?” 

“Oh, no! I won’t sell it to you, but I will 
give it to you,” answered the boy. “I have 
nearly a shed full which Mr. Thompson gave 
me for cleaning them up, and I haven’t any of 
them cleaned out of the house.” 

“How nice!” said Mrs. Green. “If you 
will bring me a basketful every evening, I will 
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give you a nickel a basket, if you have it to 
spare.” 

“TI sure will, and I was wondering what 
I'd do with it all, as the shed is almost full. I'll 
take your basket home and split up some of 
the blocks and send it back by Nellie.” 

Hastily filling Mrs. Green’s basket with 
shavings and split blocks, he unloaded the cart 
and returned it to the basement of the new 
building where he got it. Then he took the 
nails, which Nellie had sorted and put in some 
discarded hardware sacks while “playing 
store,’ and went upstairs. When Mr. Thomp- 
son saw him, he said, “Hello, Tom! Got your 
yard all done? Tomorrow you can begin on 
the inside. You did a nice job on the yard.” 

“Yes, sir, and here are your nails.”’ 

“What! Did you pick up all those nails? 
Well, I guess they are worth a dime, as there 
are fully five pounds. Here’s your money,” 
handing him a dime. 

“I don’t want you to pay me for them; 
that would be paying for your own nails.” 

“Well, they would cost me more than that 
at the store, and no one here has time to pick 
them up, so here, take your money.” 

“Oh, thank you, if you put it that way,” 
said Tom, pocketing the coin. “‘Are these any 
good?” he continued, picking up two circular 
pieces, six and twelve inches in diameter, 
which had been cut to make a place for furnace 
pipes, a six-inch piece of two-by-two and a 
short piece of molding. Receiving a negative 
answer, he asked: “‘And can I use this saw and 
miterbox a minute?” 


12 WEE WISDOM 


Permission being given, Tom deftly brad- 
ded the two-by-two piece to the center of the 
six-inch circle and cut four two-inch pieces of 
the molding, in the miterbox. These he fitted 
around the two-by-two and on top of the circle, 
then the larger circle was put on the other end 
of the two-by-two in the same way. When it 
was finished, he set it up on the small circle 
and said, “How is that for a doll’s dining ta- 
ble>’’ eyeing his work critically. 

Mr. Thompson was also a critical ob- 
server and asked, “Where did you learn to 
do that?” 

“Oh, I like to work with tools and am 
taking carpentry in manual training at school.” 

“How would you like to work evenings 
and Saturdays for me and learn to be a real 
carpenter?” 

“Indeed, it is just what I would like,’’ hes- 
itatingly returned Tom, “but Saturdays I usu- 
ally find a job or two of work so as to help 
mother.” 

“You didn’t think I wanted you to work 
for nothing, did you> How would two dol- 
lars a week do? That is more than you make 
Saturdays, isn’t it?” 

“Certainly it is, and it is just what I’ve 
always wanted to do,” answered Tom, with 
shining eyes. “I must go and tell mother,” 
and carefully catching up his table, he was 
gone. 

Bursting into the room where his mother 
was sewing, for she made their living by dress- 
making, he excitedly told her the good news. 
Then he showed her the table, and explained 
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how he was going to make chairs by putting 
one two-by-four on top of another to make the 
seats, and nail a piece of shingle four inches 
wide by eight inches long on for backs. 
“Now, if I had something to cushion them 
with, I'd be fixed,” he finished. 

“You mean upholster instead of cushion, 
son. I have some pink sprigged cretone that 
was left from Mrs. Richmond's curtains and 
which she said I might have for a cushion cov- 
er, and it will be just the thing. Here is some 
pink finishing braid which will do for guimpe.” 

“Oh, goody! and by making one longer 
and putting on arms we can make a davenport, 
and | can cut out rockers for a rocking chair 
and arms for a sleepy-hollow arm chair. Yes, 
and I’m going to get the teacher to let me make 
a doll bed at manual,” planned Tom, “and I'll 
think of a lot more things and how to make 
them, I know.” 

“You may have that big box in the kitch- 
en for a doll house if you want it, and I'll help 
you make curtains and rugs and paper it.” 

“Oh, won’t that be fine! I'll put a peaked 
roof on it and divide it into four rooms. 
Won't we have fun furnishing it nights after 
Nellie is in bed!” 

The pleasure of anticipation was making 
the eyes of both shine and hearts beat with 
joy, when Tom said soberly: “I only asked 
the Lord to show me how to make a set of doll 
furniture, this morning, thinking of a job to 
earn one of those dinkey little sets down town. 
Instead I’ve got a way to make a whole house 
full, a dandy job and all that nice kindling.” 


| 
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“Give and it shall be given unto you, gos- 
pel measure, pressed down, shaken together 
and running over,’ quoted the mother, as Nel- 
lie was heard entering the back door, and the 
table and blocks were hastily hidden. 

“Say, Tom, Mrs. Jones and Mrs. Steel 
were at Mrs. Green’s, and they wanted to 
know if you wouldn’t bring them kindling 
every night, like you are to do Mrs. Green,” 
said Nellie as she entered the room. 

“Hurrah for Tom Thorn, kindling mer- 
chant, carpenter, etc., etc.,” laughed Tom, 
‘with many sly winks at his mother. “That's 
some more ‘runnings over.’ Come on, Nell,” 
as he started for the woodshed, “get that bas- 
ket and let’s take care of the drippin’s.”” 


HOW I ORGANIZED MY BOOSTER 
CLUB 


CLARA BEHLE 


WISDOM has been in my home 
ever since | can remember, and has 
brought much good and happiness in- 

to my life. 

When the Booster Club made its first ap- 
pearance in Wee Wisdom, | became quite in- 
terested in the lettters of the different clubs and 
the good they were all doing. As I sat read- 
ing these letters, it occurred that I, too, could 
form a club. 

It was but a week after this when | an- 
nounced to the members of the Sunday School 
that I was going to organize a Booster Club, 
and | asked how many would like to become 
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Boosters. You should have seen the expres- 
sion on the faces and the hands that went up 
when I asked how many would like to be 
Boosters. We then decided to meet the follow- 
ing Sunday and elect officers and form a con- 
stitution. 

The object of our club is to share some of 
the joy and happiness we derive from Wee 
Wisdom with our brothers and sisters who 
have not yet had the pleasure of Wee Wis- 
dom’s visits. We are all anxious for Wee Wis- 
dom to become popular among boys and girls, 
and to be full of interesting, lovely stories, and 
we know that a good way to help her is to be 
a Booster. 

I am sure most every one has heard this 
little verse, ““The joy of living is in the giving.” 
We all know that there is no happiness so great 
as that of giving. 

When our club was first organized we 
had twenty members, and in four months it 
has doubled its membership, making at the 
present writing forty members; so you can 
see that if you once form a club and others see 
and hear of the good you do, they will also 
want to become a member of your club. 
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THE CLUB’S COALS OF FIRE 


Marion H. Irons 


HIST, May,” whispered Tom softly, as 
he beckoned her to follow him to the 
back of the schoolyard, where the 

other pupils speedily gathered around her. 

Shure, .an’ did ye find out what's the matter 
with her?” he inquired anxiously, with a back- 
ward jerk of his thumb to indicate the seat 
where “Miss Fernella White’’ sat in sullen si- 
lence, with red and swollen eyelids and an un- 
eaten dinner before her. 

Fernell had snubbed them that morning 
before school began, and at recess tossed her 
head, and replied to all their anxious inquiries 
with such a-cold aloofness of manner that it 
seemed to congeal their kindhearted advances, 
and now at noon she absolutely refused to go 
out and eat her dinner with them under the 
trees, so they had eaten without her, and after 
a rather heated discussion, agreed that May, 
being the oldest girl, should go in alone and 
try to learn the cause of Fernella’s trouble, and 
if it had been caused by anything they had 
said or done. 

“Tell her that I'll beg her pardon, if she 
is mad at me,” Phil had said, “but I'll never, 
never call her ‘Miss Fernella White’,”’ he add- 
ed, reserving to himself some shreds of mas- 
culine dignity, for of late he had been rather 
more friendly than usual with Fernella, in 
spite of their numerous differences of opinion, 
and he did not wish her to think that he “gave 
in entirely,’ as he expressed it. 
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“If that is what she really feels bad about 
—and she seemed determined enough about 
it yesterday—why, we will all ‘give in’ and 
‘Miss Fernella White’ her to her heart’s con- 
tent, rather than have her act this way, won't 
we, girls>’’ said May, willing to remove from 
the boys the odium of “giving in”’ first. 

“Yes, indeed, we can’t have any fun out 
here anyway when we know that she is in 
there alone crying,” agreed the girls. 

“She will get more of it than she bargain- 
ed for, if we ‘give in’ to ‘Missing’ her,” mut- 
tered Phil ominously, as he looked at the boys, 
who nodded their heads and grinned at the 
girls, then studiously avoided May’s eyes as she 
looked at them sharply and also reprovingly, 
for it was no less bitter for the girls to “give 
in” to the imperious and unjust demands of 
Fernella White than it was for the boys; but, 
if it had to be done for the sake of peace and 
harmony, why, they would do it, that was all, 
and it might shame Fernella into better behav- 
ior in the end. 

So May had gone into the schoolhouse 
alone, as an envoy of peace, while the others 


_ retired back of the trees, impatiently awaiting 


her return. 

“Well, are we to begin ‘Missing’ her?” 
half sneered one of the larger boys, as she ap- 
proached with the soft-hearted Tom, who was 
as eager to help Fernella, should she need it, 
as he was to blame her for her unjust de- 
mands. 

“S-s-s-h!"’said May warningly, turning a 
cold shoulder to the boys. ‘Oh, girls, it was 
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not that at all; Fernella is really in trouble, or 
seems to be—’’ she added quickly, as she met 
Bessie’s reproving eyes, for they had all agreed 
not to speak of sickness or trouble as a reality, 
now that they had learned about shadow 
thoughts, and the real truth about themselves. 

“Her father broke his leg this morning, 
and he can’t get help of any kind to dig his po- 
tatoes, and he is so worried over them that the 
doctor said he would make himself sick, and 
the nights are so frosty they will soon spoil in 
the ground, and if they freeze he has no more 
money to buy any, and—” 

“There, May; that makes five ‘ands’ in 
the last minute,”’ said Phil teasingly, as the 
boys edged nearer. 

“And” —"Six,”” counted Phil on _ his 
fingers, as May looked at him coolly and went 
on, “you know that Mr. White lost a lot of 
money in the city in the first place, and—”’ 
“Seven,” said Phil, in a horrified tone, holding 
his fingers in front of her face, “that was why 
they had to move onto their farm. I wonder 
what we can do to help them, girls>’’ ended 
May, as she pushed Phil’s hand away, and 
seemed to ignore the presence of the boys, 
having learned from past experience that that 
would “bring them to time” the quickest way, 
and there would be no angry words to regret, 
either. 

“Shure, May, an’ don’t ye think that 
might be a matter for the Club to be lookin’ af- 
ter instid of ye girls alone?”’ asked Tom, in 
wheedling tones, as he looked at her, his hon- 
est blue eyes alight with the desire to help. 
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““W-e-l-l, per-haps,”” conceded May, glad 


of the turn affairs were taking, for she knew 
now that something would be done to help 
Mr. White. 

The boys gave a shout that showed their 
pleasure, and eagerly gathered around May, 
and a babel of voices greeted Miss Ray as she 
approached the schoolhouse soon afterwards. 

“Bless their kind hearts! I wonder what 
they are planning to do now,” said she to her- 
self, when she saw the light and dark heads so 
close together in consultation, and excitement 
on every face. 

“Here she comes now; we must ask her. 
I’m sure our folks would be willing, and it will 
be bright moonlight, too,’”’ she heard Phil say, 
as he started towards her on the run. 

“Oh, Miss Ray, won’t you please begin 
school now instead of waiting twenty-five 
minutes, and let us go without recess, too, so 
pe can start for home earlier>’’ he asked eag- 
erly. 

“Certainly, my dear boy, but aren’t you 
putting the cart before the horse? Suppose 
now, you tell me all about it—one at a time, 
please—"” she requested as a babel of voices 
arose. 

So she was told of the Club’s plan to dig 
Mr. White’s potatoes for him, that very night, 
if their folks were willing, ‘‘and I am sure mine 
will be glad to let me go,” ended Phil. 

Miss Ray stood thinking, with a slight 
pucker on her brow. “I am willing to do what 
you ask, and what is more you may all go 
home at recess, but do you realize that all those 
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potatoes must be picked up and put in the cel- 
lar, as well as be dug? Won't it be too much 
for you in one evening?” 

“There are sixteen boys of us and twen- 
ty girls,” said Phil proudly, “‘and we all have 
to work at home, so we know what it means, 
Miss Ray, and—’”’ 

“Look here, Miss Ray, see how strong we 
are,’ called some of the boys, beginning to flex 
the muscles of their arms and lift smaller boys 
off the ground, to prove their assertions of 
strength. 

“What does Fernella say about this?” she 
inquired. 

“Oh, we haven't said anything about it 
to her at all,” replied Phil. “You see, she 
might fly into one of her mad fits, and forbid 
us to step on their farm, or else go home and 
wory her father with some tale about us, and 
besides we want them to be surprised when 
they see our ‘hoe brigade’,”” and Phil drew him- 
self up with a stately air, and gravely saluted 
Miss Ray, who could hardly “keep her face 
straight,” “‘and—well, Miss Ray, we thought 
the Club might help her father, and at the 
same time ‘heap coals of fire’ on Fernella’s 
head, and we couldn’t do that very well if we 
had quarreled over it first, you see.” 

Miss Ray saw. ‘Perhaps you are right,’’ 
she replied, well knowing Fernella’s propen- 
sity for making trouble. “School is called,” 
she said suddenly, and in a flash all were in 
their seats and studying “for dear life.”” 

(To be continued.) 
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|| WEE WISDOM BOOSTER 
Ve RoyaL, SECRETARY 

Ns 


Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest cor- 
ners of the world. 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Colors—Red and yellow (Love and Wisdom). 

Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear 
no evil, and speak no evil. 

Requirements for membership—A simple request ad- 
dressed to the Secretary of the Booster Club, 915 Tracy 
Ave., Kansas City, Mo. _ 

Reports—All reports must be in by the fifteenth of 
the month before the date of issue. 


This month we have a new club with us. 
“The Jolly Writers,’’ who hale from 
Wisconsin, are most welcome to our 
fold. They sent their picture, but it 
came too late to show you. You 
certainly shall see it next month. 

Mavville, Wis. 
Dear WEE Wispom—We had long ago planned to 
send you our pictures, but it seems as though we never got 
to it. We have called ourselves the “Jolly Writers.” 
There are more in the club from different cities, but as they 
have not sent their pictures we can only send you these three. 
e are going to change off writing, one month one write, 
the next month the other, and so on. 
THE JOLLY WRITERS, Lora Butter, Sec. 


The good and faithful ‘““Truth Seekers” 
are with us this month as usual. They know 
that it pays to be prompt and attentive in re- 
ports because the letters in Wee Wisdom are 
the only means of telling the other Wisdoms 
just what you are doing. Clara has also writ- 
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ten a little article telling how she went about 
organizing the Truth Seekers. 


St. Louis, Mo. 
Dear WEE Wispom—Our party took place at our 
last meeting, and we wish all of the Wisdoms could have 
been with us, for we had such a lovely time. The party 
opened with recitations, stories and songs, in which the 
members of the club took part, and every one did so well. 
We played games and then came the surprise, which was 
a Jack Horner Pie. Not a real pie, but a box in the shape 
of a pie and covered with pretty colored paper. The 
pie was chucked full of pretty prizes, which were tied with 
ribbon, a piece of which hung out over the box. Then 
whenever anyone won a game he was given a draw at the 
pie. Last, but not least, came the ice cream and cake, 
which everyone enjoyed very much. We all had a dandy 
time, and send love and blessings to all the Wisdoms. 
THE TRUTH SEEKERS, Clara Behle, Sec. 


Henryetta Hallar, 2851 Indiana Ave., St. 
Louis, Mo., is a good and active member of the 
Truth Seekers. During the last month four 
more Truth Seekers won Booster Pins by get- 
ting new Wisdoms. 


At last, after many months of silence, we 
have a good report from the I. H. S. Club, in 
West Branch, Mich. We are delighted to hear 
from you, Earnest. 

West Branch, Mich. 

Dear Roval—We are ashamed for waiting so long 
without sending our club reports in. Mother asked one of 
the others to write last month and they promised to, but 
forgot all about it, and mother did not know it for two or 
three weeks and we all thought the letter was written. 
After this, I am going to do all the writing, so you will be 
sure to hear from the club more often. We have not once 
missed meeting. Valentine’s day we had an extra good time 
and invited company. We read and spoke pieces and sang 
songs and had a fine lunch. We had two kinds of heart- 
shaped sandwiches, stuffed olives and two kinds of little 
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heart-shaped cakes; one kind had pink candy hearts and 
white frosting, and the other kind had pink frosting with 
little white hearts on them. Then we had cocoa to drink. 
Everybody thought it was nice, and it looked and tasted 
good. We meet at the Minore’s next Valentine’s day, for 
Mrs. Minore asked us to. We are trying hard to be 
better boys and girls. We go in the silence every night at 
nine o'clock, with mother, to get help. Good bye ’til next 
time. I. H. S. CLUB, Ernest Baltzell, Sec. 

The Unity Boosters, of course, are with 
us this month. They never miss writing us a 
letter. They have made a fund to send Wee 
Wisdom to any little boys or girls who cannot 
afford to pay her traveling expenses. Beside 
sending Wee Wisdom to these little boys and 
girls, they make them honorary members of the 
club. Isn‘t that fine! They have a Booster 
bank and save their pennies in it for this fund. 
Already they are sending Wee Wisdom to chil- 
dren in Mexico and South Africa, beside two 
or three Wisdoms in our United States. Let’s 
hear from them. 

Kansas City, Mo. 

Dear WEE WispomM—We write you a letter to let 
you know we are growing right along. We are learning 
our Easter Songs for the Sunday School Easter entertain- 
ment, and | wish you could hear us sing; we do enjoy sing- 
ing so much. We are going to have a rally meeting and 
invite all of our friends, and wish all the Booster Clubs 
could meet with us. We love to sing: 


“‘Love is gentle, Love is sweet, 

Love has willing hands and feet. 
Love your work and love your play 
Love the Lord of every day; 

Love the birds and love the flowers, 
Love the fresh, sweet morning hours. 
Always love to do your part 

Then you will have a happy heart.” 


UNITY BOOSTERS, Lucas Tylekens, Sec. 
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Lewis has a good message for us this 
month. 

Virgo, S. C. 

Dear WEE WispomM—I love you so much that I 
would not be without you if I could help it. I am a healthy 
boy, twelve years old. I don’t take any medicine. How 
many of you like to kill the sparrows, robins, blue birds, 
and the partridges that eat the worms and insects that would 
destroy our crops? I am sure I don't like it. What I 
like is to get some feed and feed them. They are as tame 
as the chickens. They and the chickens will come in the 
yard and eat crumbs together. With much love, I am 


your loving Wee, Lewis E. Alford. 


Florence has written us a beautiful letter. 


North Yakima, Wash. 
Dear WEE Wispom—Last month I had to get up in 
front of an audience of about a thousand people and I 
demonstrated on myself to keep from getting scared. Mother 
was in the audience and she sent me strong thoughts. Just 
as I realized I must get up and speak, all fear left me. I 
forgot myself and the many people that were looking at 
me, and everything else but my subject, so of course I was 
able to do my best. I am quite sure that I can get up a 
Booster Club here now. What do you have to do to get a 
Booster Bank? Heaps of love to all the Wisdoms. Your 
loving Wee, Florence Williams. 
P. S.—Here is a dear little part from some of Whit- 
tier’s writings, that I think a great deal of: 


“‘Amid the maddening maze of things, 
And tossed by storm and flood; 
To one fixed trust my spirit clings— 


I know that God is good. 


“T know not where his islands lift 
Their fronded palms in air; 
I only know I cannot drift 
‘Beyond his love and care.” 
We have sent you the instructions for 
starting a club, and also one of the darling little 
Booster Banks which we have just finished 
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making. Every Wisdom should have one to 
save his pennies in. | shall send one to every 
Wisdom who wishes to pass Wee Wisdom on 
and brighten the life of some little children. 


A new Wisdom wishes to start a club in 


Dallas, Texas. 

Dallas, Texas. 
Dear WEE WispomM—Mother gave me WEE Wis- 
DOM for a birthday present, and my first copy arrived today. 
The first thing I turned to was the “Wee Wisdom Booster 
Club,” and I thought it would be very nice to organize a 
club in Dallas. There are quite a few children who would 
take interest in something of this sort, and I think we could 
make a success of it, but I do not know the rules of the club. 
What is the price of the pins? Mother has taken Unity 
for several years, and she and I always observe the nine 
o'clock silent hour. Please write me how a club may be 
started and the rules. I am very anxious, for I know 
through this club a lot of good may be done. Sincerely, 

Jean L. Fillmore.. 

I sent you a letter the other day, telling 
you how to start aclub. The rules of the club, 
so far as Wee Wisdom is concerned, are merely 
that you shall love one another. 

Helen Hardy, of Wilbraham, 
Mass., has written a nice letter, 
and sent the little Kewpie which 
you see here. Isn’t it cunning? 

Jessie Jenner has written a little 
verse called “Eventide.”’ It is 
good. Jessie is only eleven years 
young. 

Many Booster Banks have been 
sent out this month. They are so 
cute that I know every Wisdom 
will want one. You see, after you 
have saved your pennies in your 
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bank, you not only send Wee Wisdom to some 
children who need its pleasant thoughts, but 
you can get a Booster Pin by doing so. 

Katrina Westlund sent her _— 
picture last month, but it was | 
too late to publish it. She is | ~ 
organizing a club in San | — 
Diego, Cal. Any Wisdoms | + 
there who wish to help her |p7} 
may reach her at 3003 “I” 
Street. 

The Loon Lake Boosters 
are still sending in new Wis- 
doms. Moylan S. Chase of Boston, has sent 
$2 to the Booster fund for sending Wee Wis- 
dom to children whose parents will not give 
them money to pay for it. Every Booster says 
“Thank you!” 

Frances Parker, 85 Park St., Detroit, 
Mich., is going to start a club. If any Wis- 
doms in Detroit wish to join with her, she 
would be glad to hear from them. I have sent 
her a Booster Bank. 

Mary Lee Strader, Owingsville, Ky., is a 
new Booster. She wrote a nice letter. The 
following also wrote and asked to join the 
Boosters: Marcella Coates, Sparks, Nev.; 
Sylvia Tilton, Green Bay, Wis. (She is start- 
ing a club); Earle Jenkins, La Marionette, 19 
Haverloche Rd., Southhampton, Eng. (He is 
working for a club); Archie and Neil Camp- 
bell, Bloemhof, Transvaal, South Africa; Fred- 
eric Egy, Walla Walla, Wash., and Mary Belle 
Johnston, Charlestown, W. Va. The Mathews 
children, Robert, Isabel, Fay, LeRoy and Dor- 


Katrina Westlund 
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othy, of Oceanside, Cal., have been sent a 
bank, and | feel sure they will soon start a club. 
Emma Fredrickson is going to start a club in 
Gilbert, Minn. Elsie Robb, Sunnyside, Auck- 
land, New Zealand, sends her love to all the 
Wisdoms. Couldn’t you start a club, Elsie? 

Evelyn Moore, Foley, Minn., sends a 
good letter, telling about her happy life. 
Mildred Killin, Langdon, Alberta, Canada, 
sends a donation to the Booster fund, and 
wants the Wisdoms to treat her friend. 

Now Wisdoms, we have had a most de- 
lightful meeting. The more interest you take 
in the Booster Clubs the more fun you will 
have. Many are discovering this, and they 
know that whoever does not take an active part 
in the club is missing half of the real enjoy- 
ment. 

If you cannot get any of your little friends 
to take Wee Wisdom, send for a Booster Bank. 
Save your pennies and send Wee Wisdom to 
them. Then they will never want to be with- 
out her again. When they see what a nice 
bunch of children are in the Booster Clubs, 
they will gladly help you form a club. A\l- 
ways show your Wee Wisdom to your friends 
and let them read the stories. They will like 
them. 

If you want a Booster Bank, just write to 
me and ask for it. Let’s have a thousand 


more new Wisdoms this month. Will you 
help? 
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BLANCHE’S BIBLE LESSONS 
1 I 


LESSON 2, APRIL 13 
Jacop aT BETHEL.—Gen. 28:10-22. 


GoLpDEN TEXT—/ am with thee, and will keep thee 
whithersoever thou goest.—Gen. 28:15. 


Again we have a lesson about Jacob, whom you re- 
member deceived his father, Isaac, by pretending to be 
Esau, Isaac’s elder son. 

This time we find Jacob traveling in a strange land, 
with his family and servants. Att the end of the first day’s 
journey he stopped in a lonely place where high cliffs tow- 
ered above him. With a stone for a pillow he went to sleep, 
and dreamed he saw a ladder set upon earth and stretching 
up to heaven. Angels were ascending and descending, and 
at the top of the ladder was Jehovah. The Lord spoke and 
promised Jacob that the land where he was lying would be 
given to him and his children. And He said, ‘Behold, I 
am with thee, and will keep thee whithersoever thou goest.” 
When Jacob awoke he poured oil on the stone he had used 
as a pillow, and called the place Bethel, meaning ‘““House 
of God.” 

This ladder of which Jacob dreamed: means the con- 
nection between earth and heaven; that is, between the outer 
and inner life, and the angels are thoughts. 

If our everyday, outer existence is not connected by 
true thoughts with the Spirit center or heaven, our lives are 
not harmonious. 

For instance, we who go to school; if our earthly in- 
telligence is not in connection with the Source of all in- 
telligence within, our lessons are hard, but when we con- 
sciously draw on Infinite wisdom, all things are made clear. 
The best of it all is that we need never fear that this great 
Spirit will fail us, for the same message. which Jehovah 
gave to Jacob is given to us: “I am with thee, and will 
keep thee whithersoever thou goest.’” Whenever things seem 
impossible of accomplishment, let us remember that the 
Almighty Spirit is with us always, wherever we go. 
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LESSON 3, APRIL 20 
Jacos’s MEETING WiTH Esau.—Gen. 33:1-15. 


GoLDEN TEXT—Be ve kind one to another, tender- 
hearted, forgiving each other, even as God also in Christ 
forgave you.—Eph. 4:32. 

After twenty-one years of exile Jacob was going 
home, and he heard that his brother Esau was coming to 
meet him with four hundred men. Jacob was very much 
afraid, for he remembered the wrong he had done Esau years 
before. But Jacob had since been obeying the laws of God 
and had nothing to fear. Esau greeted him kindly. 

en we follow the guidance of the Voice within, we 
need have no fear. Even those who have seemed our 
enemies will not harm us. If we allow only love and justice 
to enter our minds, only love and justice will come to us 
from others. 

No matter what mistakes we have made or how much 
below the mark we have fallen, the great Spirit of Love is 
always ready to receive and help us if we but turn to it. 
We should always be as ready to forgive and love others as 
the great Spirit is to comfort us. ““Be ye kind one to an- 
other, tenderhearted, forgiving each other, even as God also 
in Christ forgave you.” 


LESSON 4, APRIL 27 
JosEPH So_p INTo Ecypt.—Gen. 37 :23-36. 


GoLDEN TEXT—Love envieth not.—I Cor. 13:4. 


Jacob had many sons, but Joseph was the most be- 
loved. To him he gave a coat of many colors and in many 
ways showed his love. For this reason Joseph’s brothers 
hated him. 

Joseph was sent to his brothers who were feeding their 
father’s sheep in Dothan. When the brothers saw him 
coming they planned to kill him, but one of them, Ruben, 
the eldest, objected to killing him, but suggested putting 
him in a pit in the wilderness. 

So when Joseph came up to them, they tore off the 
coat of many colors which his father had made, and cast 
him into the pit. While the brothers sat down to eat at 
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the edge of the pit, a caravan of Israelites came by and one 
of the brothers (Judah) said, ‘““What profit is it if we slay 
our brother and conceal his blood? Come and let us sell 
him to the Israelites.” So Joseph was sold and taken down 
into Egypt and the brothers killed a kid and dipped the coat 
of many colors in its blood. Then they took it to their 
father and said they had found it. 

Jacob, thinking some wild beast had killed his son, 
grieved and would not be comforted. 

The brothers of Joseph were not ruled by the Christ 
within. They did not listen to the still small voice of the 
Spirit or they never could have entertained the thought of 
murder in their hearts. Joseph was guided by the All- 
Powerful Christ Spirit, and in later lessons we shall learn 
how he forgave and returned good for evil. 

The brothers envied Joseph because of his father’s 
great love for him. If their own hearts had been filled with 
love they would not havé had room for envy. When we 
know the Law of Love and live it, we never envy anyone, 
for all that the Father hath is ours and “Love envieth not.” 


LESSON 5, MAY 4 
JosEPH INTERPRETS DreAMs.—Gen. 40:9-23. 


GoLpEN TExT—The breath of the Almighty giveth 
them understariding.—Job 32:8. 


After Joseph was taken into Egypt he became a 
servant in the house of the captain of the guard in Pharoah’s 
army. He incurred the displeasure of the captain’s wife 
and was thrown into prison. While there he interpreted 
the dreams of the chief butler and head baker of Pharoah, 
who were also imprisoned. It was through this power of 
interpreting dreams that Joseph owed his deliverance from 
prison. We will learn about that in the next lesson. No 
matter how badly off Joseph seemed, he always kept his 
faith in God. He was cheerful and kind through all his 
troubles. 

If he had not been, he would probably never have 
gotten out of them. Not only dreams, but life itself will 
be interpreted for us if we obey the laws of Spirit as Joseph 
did. 
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BLANCHE’S CORNER a 


HAVE been searching in the recesses of 
my brain for a suitable message to send 
you this month, and I believe I have it. 

April, I always think of as the growing 
month. March is the awakening month, and 
does it not seem after an April shower that 
the grass can fairly be seen growing and the 
buds bursting forth? 

This growing month seems an opportune 
time to speak of a growth which should be 
going on in each of us day by day. 

All of you Wisdoms know that God is 
your health. You know that only the good is 
true and that there is nothing to fear. Also 
you know that God is your intelligence. 

But the question is, how much of this 
knowledge do you use? 

Will you believe me when | tell you that 
this is the most important question in your 
young lives? 

If you know that God is your health, then 
never talk sickness. If you know that only the 
good is true, then never speak or think any- 
thing but good. If God is your intelligence, 
do not say, “I can’t get this lesson.”” Sit down 
and get still and call upon this great all-know- 
ing Spirit for help. Use the truths you know 
so well. Use them every day and every hour 
you live. That is what they are for. All the 
knowledge in the universe will not help you 
unless you put it into practice. 
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Unity Wisdoms who have been in my 
classes have heard me talk often enough about 
mental laziness. That is what is the trouble 
with so many Truth students. They learn 
readily enough, but are mentally too lazy to 
make use of their knowledge. 

Not the Truth you know, but the Truth 
you use will help you master your lessons and 
make your lives healthful and happy. 


Wisdom: ‘“‘Where are you going?” 
Rabbit: ‘To the WEE Wispom Easter meeting.” 
Wisdom: ‘You are too late, aren’t you?” 


Rabbit: “No, I came clear from South Africa.” 
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APRIL, 1913 


April showers bring May flowers, 
And the April rain, 

Whispering happy summer thoughts, 
Comes pattering on the pane. 


It whispers of the daffodil, 
The violet and fern; 

It promises to line the vale 
With green at every turn. 


And listen now, the robin sings, 
Out in the April rain; 
The bluebird bubbles o’er with joy, 


For Spring has come again. 


[QS> IF THERE Is A BLUE MARK at the end of this notice, it is because 
you have forgotten to invite WEE WispoM to continue her visits to 
you. You must not miss her this year, for she has planned many 
new treats for her readers, great and small. 
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THE BOOSTER BANKS 
ARE READY FOR YOU 


YOU wish to send 
WEE WISDOM to 
your friends and get a 
Booster Pin, send for a 


Booster Bank. 


@ The Booster Bank will help you 

start a club. The Booster Bank will 

make it a pleasure to save your 
pennies. 


@ There is a place to keep a rec- 
ord of just how much you have 


saved in the Booster Bank. 


@ Send for one now! They cost 
you nothing and will bring you 
much happiness. 


@ Every Booster should have one. 


SECRETARY OF THE 
BOOSTER CLUB, 


915 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 
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